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I returned to Calcutta, firmly suppressing the reasonable
doubts that occasionally assailed me. Surveying the
mountain of books on my table, I felt like a traveller lost
in a wilderness.
A long period of meditation brought me a labour-saving
inspiration. Opening each book at random, I studied only
those pages that lay thus exposed. After I had pursued
this course during eighteen hours a day for one week,
I considered myself an expert on the art of cramming.
The following days in the examination halls were a
justification of my seemingly haphazard procedure. I
passed all the tests, though by a hairbreadth. The con-
gratulations of my friends and family were ludicrously
mixed with ejaculations betraying their astonishment.
On his return to Serampore from Puri, Sri Yukteswar
gave me a pleasant surprise.
"Your Calcutta studies are now over," he said. "I shall
see that you pursue your last two years of university work
right here in Serampore/"
I was puzzled. ""Sir, there is no Bachelor of Arts course
in this town." Serampore College, the sole institution of
higher learning, offered only a two-year course in Inter-
mediate Arts.
Master smiled mischievously. *4I am too old to go about
collecting donations to establish an A.B. college for you.
I guess I shall have to arrange the matter through some-
one else."
Two months later Professor Howells, president of Seram-
pore College, publicly announced that he had succeeded
in raising sufficient funds to offer a four-year course.
Serampore College became an affiliated branch of Cal-
cutta University. I was one of the first students to en-
roll in Serampore as an A.B. candidate.
"Guruji, how kind you are to me! I have been longing
to leave Calcutta and be near you every day in Serampore.
Professor Howells does net dream how much he owes to
your silent help!"
Sri Yukteswar gazed at me with mock severity. "Now
you won't have to spend so many hours on trains; what